CHAPTER VI
THE FOUR DEGREES OF ART

THIS is how the art of painting began, Once
upon a time the son of a Brahman died. The
father in his grief went to Yama, the God of
the Dead, and begged him to return his son;
but Yama would not give him up. Then the
Brahman went to the God of Life, Brahma,
and asked him to get his son back from Yama.
This was impossible, as already the son in his
after-death existence was no longer what he
had been. But Brahma, for the father's com-
fort, offered to give him a substitute. This
the father wisely agreed to accept, whereupon
the God of Life instructed the bereaved father
how to make colours and brushes, and with
these to make an image of his dead son.
When the father had thus re-created in exter-
nal form his own mental image of his son,
Brahma breathed into it the breath of life, and
the image became a living being.